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There is a Picture by Betzsch on this subject, which 
forcibly strikes the imagination. The Artist however has 
kept us in uncertainty respecting the denouement. The 
Enemy of Mankind has evidently a fearful advantage 
over his Youthful Competitor. For the latter, the Game 
and with it the stake, (the soul of the mortal), is all but 
lost. There stand indeed two forms in the back ground ; 
the Ministers of Light and Darkness ; but has the former 
power to save him ? nay, is he not already departing to 
grieve over a lost soul !-— 



Nothing can equal the Satanic sublimity of Evil in the 
expression of the Tempter : the deadly triumph, the bas- 
ilisk smile, glittering on the brow and lips, and in the 
treacherous light of those eyes, full of dark, enigmatical, 
unutterable meanings. 



And shall the mortal be undone for ever ? No, not if 
there be one spirit of Love and Truth on earth, to win 
back the erring One to repentance, to virtue and to God. 



It was the lovely Vesper hour, 
And like a gorgeous Dream of Power, 
O'er Palaces and domes unfurled, 
The golden sunset ebbed away ; 
And on its gentle mission, far, 
And faintly in the East, a Star 
Hung like a spirit o'er the world. 









Within a small embowered room, 

With jasmines through the lattice wreathing, 

And myrtles pale that wept perfume — 

Alone, yet scarcely speaking, breathing, 

Their shadows dimly on the wall 

By one tall spectral lamp arrayed ; 

Hopes, feelings, thoughts, concentred all, 

The Gamesters for their guerdon played ; 

Aye, deeply, wildly, madly yet, 

As on each move, a soul were set ! — 



One, youthful as the morn, without 
The morning's brightness — Fear and Doubt- 
Shadowed his gentle brow the while — 
The Other, dark as this world's Guile : 
Wrapped in his furs, yet fearful, calm, 
Scarce his long fingers blood could warm, 
As kite-like o'er the Board outspread, 
Eager to swoop they hovered. 

See to that old man's eyes ! they glare 
With hellish mirth — burn redly bright— 
Than spectre fires more wild their light — 
Yet neither spoke, and mute the air, 
And all around as hours stole on, 
Nor yet the game was lost or won ! 



It deepens. By our Faith above ! 
Were it not skill availed but Love, 
'Twere thine Lord Angelo — Beware — 
Ye near the Tiger in his lair : 
Look to thy Foe ! How dark and grim, 
His own black host attend on him ; 
Feint, parry, counterfeint, attack. 
Vain hope to drive the Tempter back : 
Though fierce thy onset, skill 'gainst love, 
Is certain to successful prove. 

" Check to the Ebon King !" a smile 

Played on the mortals' lips awhile — 

well he fenced his Ebon King, 

That fearful, Bark, and Scornful Thing ; 

Well fenced — his swarthy slaves, a ring 

In serried ranks kept close and drew, 

The fiercest play, and braved it too ! 

While like armed Chariots, onward rolled 

In pride of ivory and gold 

The Castle Towers : while She, Dark Sprite, 

Presiding Genius of the fight, 

With her Black Confessor, who near 

Mutters fierce treason in her ear, 

'Gainst the White King bears down. He flies, 

Yet rescue ! waking with surprise 

Like a war Elephant defied, 

A grim old Castle, stems the tide. 



A Knight in snowy armour now, 

For Love and for Lord Angelo, 

Vaults o'er the rearward ranks ; awhile 

He turns the fortune of the day ; 

But ah, betrayed by the low guile 

Of yon Black Bishop, taken, lost, 

The white Queen quits the embattled host ! 

Sure the Arch Fiend himself presides, 

That swart array the Devil guides ! 

Grim glared the Dark Unknown — his eyes 

Shot with fierce light, and now, and now t 

How wildly looks pale Angelo ! 

Ah, is She near ! and do her sighs 

Make sadly musical the air? 

And does she gaze on him she loves, 

Woman ? the fondest and the fairest, 

Endeared by all that love holds dearest?— 

A breath, a step — a curtain moves, 

" Wake Angelo and not despair V* 

She stands Revealed His Guardian Angel there 



'Mid Clouds and Storms, 'tis ever thus, 
Though the bright Heaven be veiled to us — 
Faith dim— -the proudest heart oppres't— 
Hope fading — like some spirit blest 
'Mid sorrow and the soul's unrest, 



Some spell is touched, that doth renew 
Dreams of the Beautiful, the True, 
It seems as though to Man were given 
To gaze upon a purer Heaven ; 
A Bird sings forth in the deep night, 
For very love it sings, and bright 
'Mid tempest towers a star appears, 
And Faith smiles proudly 'mid her fears. 

So on the parting storm — the sky — 

'Tis Writ — " Through Sorrow, Doubt and Pain, 

Man his lost Eden shall regain, 

And win his Immortality !" 

" Wake, Angelo ! one effort more" — 

She whispered soft and low, 

"Or all of Hope and Love is o'er," 

" Sorrow, and fears, and woe," 

" Nay, thou may'st hear e'en now the mournful tale," 

" That deep drear monody of mortal wail," 

" Sent up from that dark sea of endless years," 

" Surged by the sighing winds, and salt with human tears." 

He started — knew the presence there, 
Her name he mingled with a Prayer, 
Rolled back full many a year the tide, 
Of Scorn and Sorrow, Doubt and Pride ; 
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And Lamblike, gentle and subdued, 
By her pure love, he could have bowed 
At any Shrine or Altar rude, 
Through Peril, Scorn, his faith avowed — 

Yet to the Game \ But one move more, 

'Twere thine Dark Tempter, wherefore stay ? 

That flashing smile, that mock delay ; 

Surely thy Triumph is not o'er ? 

The move — 'tis Angelo's ! but one — 

All that was dark seemed clear and bright, 

The starriness of Holy Night, 

Fell on his Soul : He rose awhile ; 

All calm he met the Tempter's smile — 

Baffled, it fell ; the move ! but one ! 

'Tis Angelo's, the Game is won, 

His Foe had fled — He knelt and prayed — alone ! 
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" O DO NOT SCORN THE ECHOING PAST. 
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O do not scorn the Echoing Past, the parting Hymn of 

Time, 
Amid the ebbing of its waves are melodies sublime ; 
Sounds that are watchwords still, to tell how the world's 

great heart has stirred, 
To the Echo of a single lay, the breathing of a word,— 



B 
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With many a song like those of old, upon a starlit sea, 

That melt upon the Soul, and fade as soft and dreamily, 

And many a glorious thought outbreathed by those, who, 
one by one, 

Dared Eaglelike to pierce the cloud, and gaze upon the Sun ; 

Then rings the change melodious still, in dreamlike mur- 
murs mild, 

Fond Echoes from Life's Fairy Land, when Youth around 
us smiled, 

When Toung Romance with bow and shaft was hailed as 
" Robin Hood," 

And tears were quickly dried as shed, o'er " Children in 
the Wood ;" 

Sweet happy gleams in Childhood's Dreams, how bright ! 
were they but true, 

But now we've grown so very wise, and very serious too ! 

■ 

O do not scorn the Echoing Past, for on its waves which lie, 
And swell and sink in light and shade 'neath many a 

changing sky, 
Are murmurs like a Prophet's voice on eddying surges 

wrought, 
That sweep like whirlwinds ploughing up the unfathomed 

depths of thought, 
Luther's " half battles," Milton's words, deep sounding, 

to this day 
Throbbing like thunder from the heights though the storm 

be far away. 
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Then listen to the Past again, 'twas not so long ago, 
Was one whose sweet voice touched our hearts, and stirred 

our spirits so, 
Far off and further yet recedes, her shadow year by year, 
But still those gentle words of love seem vocal to the ear, 
The circle round the dear hearth stone will lessen one by one, 
And we shall find how desolate we're left when all alone, 
Sweet voices, laughing tones of old, in childhood's hour 

of play, 
They're fading, fading, all but gone — O let one echo stay ! 

But listen to the Past aud hear its ballad songs sublime, 
When mighty Ones rose harp in hand, and strung a 

glorious rhyme, 
When Homer told his Tale of Troy— Pelides' rancour dire, 
And Alcaeus struck such notes they fell like living words 

of fire ; 
With names and words like clashing swords, from the old 

heroic days, 
When Freedom's pulse beat high and strong, and Tyrants 

stood at gaze, 
Then sinks the strain in .murmurs sweet, like music soft 

which swells, 
When through secluded vales afar comes up the chime of 

bells, 
Fading and coming back again, as clouds in summer skies, 
Or any very lovely thing more lovely as it dies** 
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Affection's sigh, and gentle words oft breathed through 

twilight shade, 
That teach us Night as in old Time was still for lovers made, 
Of Petrarch's lute, and His whose fate such tears of pity 

drew, 
That every Poet since, has claimed a Leonora too ! 

do not scorn the Past, though oft its waves in tumult 

sway, 
Long after heavy Tempest clouds have broke and rolled 

away, 
The far off sound of battle yet rides hoarsely oe'r the foam, 
The crash of Empires and of States, the thunder fall of Borne, 
Yet even then some single tone as keynote yet runs through 
The Mighty Theme, what mind has done, or boldly striven 

to do, 
How Cesar staked his Destiny against Sea and Stormy Sky, 
And " Strike but Hear me.!" told as sword thrust, in the 

Athenian's mild reply. 

O listen ! bow your heads once more — From out the Sea 

of Time, 
A voice united soundeth up, a full toned solemn chime, 
The Dead! the Dead! 'tis freighted with the Hero 

Martyr's Prayer, 
As the Grave spoke hoarsely for itselfj or those who shall 

be there, 
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The countless millions who have gone, to the millions yet 

to come, 
Time's Challenge to Eternity — the Cradle and the Tomb. — 
Then fades — awhile all gently breathes the burthen of some 

song, 
An echo floating o'er the vales the deep brown hills among ; 
An old enchanted song it seems, such spells it can impart 
Like His when e'er unconscious things seemed gifted with 

a Heart, 
Old Homes, old Friends, old Voices rise, as murmurs soft 

and low, 
But make us weep and tremble that they are but echoes now. 
And then as through old storied choirs, some spirit chanted 

there, 
A song of Holy Litanies upon the golden air, 
The sigh of meek enduring worth, of many a gentle one, 
Through Sofrow, Scorn, and Hate who bowed, and said, 

" Thy Will be Done," 
And then some glorious Hymn as Love Divine were 

throned in Power, 
Such Anthem as a Poet well might sing from starry bower, 
Interpreting with music's lips the soul's deep sympathy, 
With beauty in the purple flower, and splendour in the sky, 
Turning to Prayer and deepest Love, our Passions' angry 

thrill, 
As o'er Life's Stormy Sea, a Voice, yet murmurs, " Peace, 

be still !" 
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STANZAS 

On the Inauguration of the Statute of Napoleon 

at Boulogne. 



To place him there 

By the wild marge of the resistless Sea, 

Were mockery rare, — 

There had he no dominion — ne'er could he 

Conqueror or king — Aye, scorned the Ocean free, 

His chain to wear — 

The mighty One ! 

For he was of the giant brood of Earth, 

And Mind had won 

For him an Empire. — His, was as the birth 

Of a strong comet star ; in the dread dearth 

Of its fierce light, men deified its worth, 

As a lost Sun,— — - 

There was an Isle — 

Prometheus to the rock ! They bound him there, 

Bade Force and Guile 

Rivet his fetters, vulture-like despair, 

Prey on his vitals, so that Kings might dare 

To breathe awhile.' 
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More sure-— yet slow, 

Than the poor victim doomed by Tartar hate ' 

To undergo 

The fettered miseries of an iron grate, 

There did he pine, and waste, while slaves elate, 

Did mock his woe. 

Kings ! came ye round ? 

Serfs ! Princes ! Vassals ! yelled ye not the fall 

Of one, who frowned 

And sent ye on your abject knees ? all ! all ! 

Whose smile once cherished, silence could appal, 

Whose will had crowned ? 

would ye not 

Shake the glass rudely that his life might flee ? 

No — best he rot, 

As England's fettered Guest, by slow degree, 

So that on King-]ike hands, of blood there be, 

No damning spot ! 

Helena's rock — 

Torn from his wife and son, there slaves did bind, 

And binding, mock, 

Bidding fallen greatness, watch its Seas,' and find 

Solace in Storm, like that which soothed his mind 

'Mid Battle's shock. 
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And now, and now ! 

They place his Statute on a Tower, — proclaim 
His deeds, and vow- 
So, ever changing, men, are aye the same, 
And whom they slay, they consecrate to Fame, 
And serf-like, to the shadow of a name, 
Aye, cringe and how. 



" DESTINY." 



T saw a Flower over a starlit brook, 

All sad and lone, bending her dewy head ; 

And every time the ruffling night-wind shook 

The darkening waves, she bow'd, as though she read 

Some legend of her destiny ; for there 

Were mirror'd a few stars, in their faint shining 

But half revealing, half with doubt entwining, 

The fate of all things, faithful, fond, and fair ! 

I looked again, that dreamlike Flower was gon 
Over the brook the night-wind sighed alone, 
And, one by one, upon the stream did fling 
The purple leaves of that frail, faded thing, 
Sibylline, scatter'd to the waves to be 
Emblems to others of like Destiny. 
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«• THE LOST SHIP." 



Alone on the waters ! 0, still is she treading 
The paths of the deep, to the white shores of home ? 
Like a winged one, her sails to the rude breezes spreading, 
Now bright in the sun-light, now dark in the foam. 

Is she there still ? — or, dream-like her shade o'er the ocean, 
Doth in gloom, or in twilight, still rock with the wave ? 
Do the winds breathe with low and mysterious emotion, 
Their lonely lament o'er the good and the brave ? 

Went she down in the gloom of the tempest, sails flying, 
Her flag, England's flag, where it ever doth sweep, 
In the storm, or the battle, unfurled, and defying, — 
Went she down in the gloom of the tempest, Thou Deep ? 

Was it night, calm and holy, with stars bright above her, 
And the lone sea in silence entranced, and aroundy 
Every influence appearing to bless and to love her,— 
Went she down in that moment of stillness profound ? 

O, where is the lost One ? Thou world of an ocean ! 
Doth thou clasp her, and hold her, or still is she free ? 
Doth the sweet vesper hymn of a rescued devotion, 
O Heaven t yet enshrine all its homage to thee ? 
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< 
Is she gone then, and rest they where thousands have 

slumbered ? 
'Tis God's world— He hath made it — its ocean, its sod, 
Field or flood, wheresoever, its brave were last numbered ; 
They rest well who sleep at the footstool of God. 



"THE DAY DREAM OF POWER.' ' 



There rose, me thought, a lofty Citadel, 7 
On a high mountain 'mid the foaming sea, 
'Twas built by Power, who came therein to dwell, 
In stern security. 

Its Gates were brazen ; Turrets one by one, 
Encircled Domes majestic hung in air, 
'Gainst which, full oft the broad and stormy Sun, 
Sat with a lurid glare. 

Bnt over it the tempest hung a pall 
Of gleaming Darkness — one star only sh one- 
Yet oft below, dear Music's rise and fall, 
Was heard, and oft, a groan.— 
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Bat that was quickly hushed— the revel Mirth 
O'er mastered Mercy, — Beauty glowed and smiled ; 
And Power grew prouder, trampling on the earth, 
Till it was waste and wild ! — 

And armed thousands from the gates of brass, 
Rushed forth to slay — Deep tolled the Funeral Drum, 
And men — they saw the Tyrants' shadow pass, 
And trembled, and were dumb ! 

Tet many fled where horrid Forests fling 
A midnight darkness ; fled, to cave and den ; 
And Power was the first Hunter, the first King, 
That hunted men I 

Nimrod, " God's Rebel," grim Semiramis, 
And He, we hail as " Herod of the North," 
Begirt with viper brood of slaves, who hiss, 
When humble Worth walks forth* 

Anon, high summer Halls the Monarch decks, 
Palace and Tower, by gorgeous state supplied, 
As Conqueror's Dreams alone were Architects, 
Fit for his Godlike pride. — 

The costly sunlight half transmuted there, 
Through gold and purple shone ; 
Voluptuous music melts in gorgeous air, 
And then anon, a groan.— 
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But that was quickly hushed — Power rose, and cried, 
" The Earth and all it holds to me resigned, 
Man and his fortunes ! I'm not satisfied ; 
Now will I rule the mind. 

All men shall bow and tremble, weep or laugh, 
As my sole will accords ; 

I'll call up Spectral things, that blood shall quaff, 
And they shall be their Lords. 

And gloomy shadows, wrapt in Night and Storm, 
And many an Idol grim, that winks and nods ; 
And man, more abject than the crawling worm, 
Shall worship them as Gods ! 

Black standards clouding all the world of Thought, 
' Shall wave like funeral gear, 
And Oriflammes, with words of fire inwrought, 
Proclaim — " Not Love, but Fear !" 

And so it was — and Darkness* brooding wing 
Hung o'er the world ; the star no longer shone — 
And man was worse than any brutish thing, 
He did so curse and groan. 

Like rent leaves driven by a furious wind, 
When the wild Forests crash in stormv weather, 
Men rushed in groups — the wretches ! groping, blind, 
In crime and fear together* 
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Then One arose of spirit unsubdued ; 
He called upon his fellow men : He flung 
His chain away, and in a Prophet's mood, 
All rapt he sung. 

He sang of hope, and man looked up again, 
He sang of Freedom, and of Moral Worth — 
Higher and higher, rose the stately strain, 
At last it shook the Earth. 

He sang of Love, and many a golden gleam 
Of softening joy, his gentle words impart ; 
And many a noble, many a glorious Theme, 
That stirred the inmost heart ! 

And men became as Brothers — soft and mild, 

And self denying — Death, they meekly bore — 

The Tyrant raged, and Martyr thrones uppiled ; 

Yet not that song gave o'er. 

* 
And Lands and Isles afar, the echoes caught, 

While slaves in vain Powers 1 funeral flag uofurled ; / 

Song had unbarred the chrystal gates of Thought, 

And flooded all the world ! 

All, all, as ever higher rose the Theme ; 
Truth, Freedom, Love, all things that glorious are, 
Light like borne ever on a golden stream, 
Beneath a silver star ! 
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It pierced through cities— and with one accord, 
Contending armies pause, and breathless stand : 
The mailed Warrior lean't upon his sword, 
And took his brother's hand. 

The Statesman's mask no longer served as shield, 
His toils perchance, were found but tinsell'd o'er ; 
Oppression gave the poor man back his field, 
And something more ! 

And Power retreating with a dread affright, 
Raved, and grew dumb, behind its Towers of stone ; 
It knew the Darkness now, more black than Night, 
And felt, it was alone ! 

Then filled the Earth with music, one gTeat Hymn, 

" Glory to God ! Goodwill and Peace to Man !" 

And Power, as tortured by some spectre grim, 

Wild to the Desert ran : 

# 
And wandered there, where all was waste and drear, 

There was nor tree, nor bush, nor leaf, nor flower ; 

Mercy itself withheld its dewlike tear, 

There was nor shine, nor shower. 

The wild bird sang not, or but sang to mock, 

And all things living, fled ; save, ever nigh, 

A blinded Eagle, cowered upon a rock, 
Starving, with faint low cry. 
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And Pbwer had perished, madly, in his pride ; 
But that one morning o'er the waste, a child, 
Trusting and fond, stole gently to his side, 
And looked on him, and smiled ; 

Tes, smiled ! O beautiful, as chrystal spring 
Gushing 'mid burning Deserts ! Love, which slept. 
In his parched heart, revived ; that Fearful King, 
Reclined his head and wept. 

And He arose, and with that child, He sought 
The world again, all contrite and subdued ; 
As though the murmurs of her lips had wrought, 
A purer, gentler mood. 

And He has put her golden hair aside, 
Pure as an angel, wafted from above, 
And kissed her gentle brow, and meekly cried, 
" Not Fear shall reign, but Love !" 

And Power has given his energies to mind ; 
And Truth and Love at length their reign began, 
And in a glorious Cycle for mankind, 
The undying ages ran ! 



i 
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"THE MAGIC HOUR." 



'Twas twilight : in the grey hlue north, 

O'er the hushed w »8t te a star arose, /rvr&Z' 

Calling her silver sisters forth, 

To mark the gentle Earth's repose. 

Calm were the woods, the waves were still, 
The listless wind scarce wandered by ; 
Only, the waters of the mill 
Fell on the ear so murmuringly. 

Then homeward went all winged things, 
Save the dark bat — the spell bound air 
Trembled with gentle whisperings, 
As holy influences were there : 

As nature in God's presence knelt, 
A moment of deep reverence given— 
As the still Earth all conscious felt, 
The wonder of that clustering Heaven : 

Then with soft thrill the young reeds shook, 
Touched by the dying wavelet's sigh ; 
And full of starry dreams, the brook 
Slept to its own monotony.— 
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" LILLA."— A Ballad. 



Through the Moonlight, through the Moonlight, what sweet 

form is gently fleeting, 
Now along the lawn of daisies, now where arching houghs 

are greeting ? 
Now the blooming mead she crosses, now she lingers half 

in fear, 
By the brooklet, where the mosses fringe the wave so 

silver clear. 

Now, she tarries not, nor gazes, though her cygnet on the 

stream, 
Floating with its silent shadow like a slumber and a dream, 
Though her Cygnet gently waketh, hastening her dear 

steps to greet, 
And a silver ripple maketh, fairy music at her feet. 

Once she was a gladsome thing, full of guilelessness and 

truth, 
Bounding like a mountain spring in the rainbow joys of 

youth; 
Love brought sorrow ; Love, that bending o'er all formal 

beauty breathes, 
A soul with earthly flow'rets blending, Roses dropped from 

Heavenly wreaths. 
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Lilla ! skies look dark above thee ; Elves and evil Spirits 

have power, 
And though flowers and fairies love thee ; 'tis the witching 

midnight hour — 

Enter not that dark wood, lonely — Ah ! 'twas but a leveret 

stirred, 
And to earth a red leaf only, fluttered like a dying bird ? — 

How thy heart beats, how thy tresses, in all graceful 

ringlets wreathing, 
Wavelike as the wind caresses, tremble to its softest 

breathing ; 
Tet, wherefore dost thou linger ? there's no guardian 

star to-night, 
No sweet bird with vocal splendour, flooding woods with 

joy and light 
But a step — There's music in it ! Hush ! a greeting fond 

and low, 
Then a mute soft tranced minute, such as loved ones only 

know — 

They have met who long were parted ; long, yet loved 

they not the less, 
And the graceful, gentle hearted, Lilla, welcomes his 

caress — 
Then of love these lovers true, murmured, and sweet Lilla 

smiled, 
Then of hope, though well they knew, hope too long had 

them beguiled. 
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The World was dark, their kin were foes, they knew not 

where to roam, 
But love they knew 'gainst wintry snows, could yield no 

sheltering home. 
And though His cloak was round her thrown, and He 

pressed her to his heart, 
Called her " His Beautiful, his Own" — both, both, had 

vowed to part- 
Yes, both to part, — 'Twas his to war 'mid the fierce 

world's stormy press, 
'Twas hers, with meek and gentle trust, to pray for his 

success- 
Yes ; with a Woman's trust divine, to watch with sweetest 

pride, 
Store Youth, Hope, Beauty, all for him, her love had 

sanctified. 

Yes, both had vowed to part, and so — when, suddenly 

outshone 
The moonlight, and the lovers knew, they had not met 

alone — 
There stood dark Rudolph, he who'd twice, Faith and his 

love forsworn, 
And on his brow was hate and guile, and on his lip was 

scorn; 
Yes, then they might have parted, then, had Lilla bade 

Him go, 
But her young heart swelled with pride and shame, and 

tears fell wildly too : 
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" My kinsman, here ? my kinsman steal like traitor to 

o'erhear," 
" Each vow the better to betray, or point his future jeer?" 
" Herbert ! we'd parted but for this — might ne'er again 

have met—" 
" Thou striven to love me not, and I, in silence to forget — " 
" But He has seen your Lilla's tears ; heard love, deep 

love, confess," 
" Beheld her not unwilling meet your true yet fond caress," 
" Then come all woes to mortals given — no more shall 

Lilla part," 
" Trust all in all, and seek her Heaven, where she has 

stored her heart." 
She spoke : with sweet, with maiden pride, she spoke ; a 

step she moved, 
With downcast eyes she stood beside, her well, her long 

beloved — , 
He calmed her fears— -he kissed her brow, and he kissed 

her cheek's soft bloom, 
Then waved his hand, and proudly bade, that kinsman 

dark, give room. 



" Give way — the first time and the last— we meet no 

more — Beware—' ' 
He spoke — and so the lovers passed, and left the Traitor 

there — 
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They passed : and if that sorrows fell, (and all must bear 

their part,) 
One hallowed and enduring spell, still bound them heart 

to heart. 
'Twas the religion of deep love, when bright or stormy 

weather, 
Is holier, calmer, for the trials, two fond ones share 

together ! 



" THE HOME OF THE HOMELESS." 



How long shall the dark eyes of beauty in tears, 

Oh Poland 1 lament for thy heroes in vain ? 

How long wait thy exiles, through hope-blighting years, 

Till the" Home of the Homeless" receive them again? 

Night hath gloom'd— yet not night, without stars, without 

glory, 
Freedom lives, 'though but faintly she breathes in thy 

songs, 
touch thy lone harp to some tale of old story, 
Try what spell to its desolate music belongs ! 



30 



Thou hast altars, and shrines, where thy heroes were 

martyr'd — 
Hast no prophet-like priests by their wrongs to award 
To the son, the same freedom the father first chartered, 
In blood, when he laid his hold hand on his sword ? 
What silent and humbled ? From wild heath and valley — 
From the snow of Siberia, a murmur speeds forth— 
A voice, like some old inspiration, to rally 
Young hearts that ne'er quail'd 'neath the spears of the 

North. 

Awake ! native courage alone must prevail ! 
Should the Gaul proffer ransom, and barter thy breath, 
Cast in scorn, like the Roman, thy sword in the scale — 
That alone can redeem thee from bondage or death ! 
Die or conquer ! — whichever thy destiny be ; 
Let not threats of thy crowned assassins confound thee, 
Take thy ground — face thy foes ; if to fall, yet be free ; 
And like Caesar of old, with thy mantle around thee ! 



" ALL LOVED ONES, LEAVE US SOON." 



All loved ones leave us soon— 
The young, the gentle die, 
Like the soft flowers of June, 
They brave no autumn sky : 
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The good have early tombs ; 
Yet for each tear that falls 
O'er spring wove coronals, 
Some gentle nature comes ; 
And in the very path 
Of the Destroyer's power, 
Its germ, its being, hath 
Some bright and hopeful flower- 
Some loved creation there, 
Making more sweet our tears, 
More holy all our fears, 
Softens our hearts like Prayer : 

And Death's dark path o'er which the storm hath driven, 
Clears up, and is to us, a way of light to Heaven ! 

"THE SOUTHERN WIND." 



Southern Wind; com'st thou from leafy nooks, 

Silvering, with thy sweet breath, the willow leaves, 

Turning them upwards to the gladdened sky ? 

Oh, didst thou gently pass the violet by, 

Honouring the tears she grieves ? 

Oh, hast thou, Spirit, beautiful unseen, 

Wandered from valleys green, 

Ruffling the starlit brooks, 

Startling the lily, till, beneath the tides. 

Her head she hides ? 
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Oh, pause one moment ; here are leaves and flowers, 

And all sweet things, to gladden thee on earth ; 

Then do not hasten to yon gloomy bowers, 

For they will mar thy mirth ; 

Amid those fir-trees, and their fettering boughs, 

Thou wilt as captive be, 

And moan to the faint stars thy lonesome vows— 

Oh, who will pity thee ? 

O Southern Wind ! over thy wings have sighed, 

Young honeysuckles, thyme, and violets rare ; 

Did'st thou not kiss the frail things ere they died, 

Vowing their parting spirits still to bear 

To gentle slumber in some mossy urn ? 

Or didst thou leave them, half in their despair, 

Waiting thy spring-time promise of return ? 

O Southern Wind ! oh, haste thee not away 
Whither the desolate ivy yearly climbs 
Higher and higher up the turret grey ; ' 
In her defiance of all years and climes, 
She will but send thee sadly on thy way, 
With some old legend of her mournful times. 
But if sweet pilgrim, onward thou must stray, 
Oh, murmur through yon limes. 
Or by the willows, they will bend aside 
Their boughs, nor check thy pride. 
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The Portraits.— "TASSO." 



" A hi tanto amo la non amante amala." 

Jerusalem Delivered. 
Canto 2, 



Tasso's captivity at Ferrara endured for seven years. 
When released, he wandered about seeking in vain for his 
friends and his home. Then it was that a tall and a 
majestic figure, with pale and thoughtful countenance and 
lustrous blue eyes excited attention as it passed through 
the Italian towns, and men exclaimed with awe and pity. 
" See ! that is Tasso.' " 



Gaze and but once ; ye never may forget 
The spell of those deep eyes-~it seemeth yet, 
The Phantom of that ancient Hall, and now 
A light, prophetic, dawns upon that brow 
With an unhearthly lustre : can it inherit 
A portion of the Bards' immortal spirit ? 

'Tis Tasso : Come and listen to his story, 
Listen and learn, how, when fond hope grew wild, 
And Daylight was barred out, and the proud glory 
Of Fame waxed dim, he rested like a child, 
Lulled by each passion that the heart enthrals, 
Smiling at fate, and writing as he smiled, 
Melodious verses on his prison walls. 
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Tracked, halloed, hunted to his dungeon cold, 
A Hero's spirit mourned a Poet's fate ; 
Wild was the stern confession that it told 
Of sorrow, and deep wrong, and hoarded hate, 
And of a world's fierce wrath that unsubdued, 
Shook, yet not crushed him — of the tiger mood 
Of the deceitful Prince that caged him there — 
Much' of his hope, and more of his despair. 

They said that he was mad ; and wherefore so ? 
Because he loved a Princess ? Did they feign 
There was no Royalty in a Poet's woe, 
No kingdom over which the Bard might reign ? 
Wake, Rise, ye awful Phantoms of old stpry, '. 
Star like, rise subject to the minstrel's vows, 
Shades of the Past 1 immortal, with the glory, 
Of each to-morrow dawning on your brows ! 

The Poet is a Prince of many lands ; 

All untamed creatures which the cruel hands 

Of man would torture, all, are his as full 

Of life they roam their peopled solitudes, 

Sublime in freedom, wild and beautiful, 

All reckless bounding through their native wdods, 

By art untutored, and by man untamed, 

Tree as God made them, caged not,* and unclaimed, — 

The Bird from Moorland springing? of the Deer 

Tender and shy, yet graceful in her fear, 
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Are themes alike from whence the Baid may draw 
Substance and form to grace the moral law ; 
But oft in vain : Man will the spoiler play, 
Pleasure and avarice urge him on his prey, 
All nature shuns him save the horse or hound, 
His blows have broken, or his bonds have bound ; 
So from like source, J>oth Slave and Tyrant spring, 
And hence, was'the first Hunter, the first King. 






O won at last, by many Vainly sought ! 
The spirit of the Beautiful, the Houri, 
That wedded to the Poet's soul hath brought 
The stars, the twilight, and the hill as dowry, 
And all the sunset glories of that strand, 
Where ebbs a sea of gold, and music bland, 
Of ancient songs, and all the varied moods, 
Of brooks, and mingling streams, and old melodious woods, 
O Spirit, Muse, or Fairy, thou hast given 
To Him best loved, creative Thought and Might, 
Ranging around him like the stars of Heaven, 
Bright banded forms to bless the world with light- 
All dreams of glorious Beings — Thoughts, which win 
The heart from sorrow, and the soul from sin, 
All gentle promptings, all proud thoughts which dare 
Mount like young Eagles through the stormy air, 
To greet the morning sun, and see if he be fair ! 
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But they placed Tasso between walls of stone, 

Shut out the sunlight, darkened the broad sky, 

And told him he might live and love, alone, 

In sooth soon deemed they that the Bard would die — 

Poor slaves ! they knew not that the Good and Great, 

Can e'en make solitude a part of State, 

Fettered and friendless, kinglike, for a time, 

Reign in the majesty of Thoughts sublime ! 

And Tasso reigned as in a regal Tower, 

Though thoughts of those who wronged and scorned him 

still, 
Rebelled at times against his baffled will, 
Shaking the very fortress of his power ; 
And then, as though some Holy One reproved, 
Warfare so dark, he turned to brighter themes, 
And of the Princess Lady that he loved, 
Built up proud hopes in royal towering dreams ; 
And as he mused within his prison dim, 
A murmur low, awakened sweet surprise, 
A silvery form stood by with downcast eyes — 
And then, a gentle voice would comfort him. 

O good and glorious 1 vain thy proud repose, 
Death could alone redeem thee from thy foes : 
Man can commit no higher, greater crime, 
Than wise in thought, to far excel his time ; 
The herd pursue, 'tis pride, or folly calls, 
Houndlike they hunt in packs, and lo ! the lion falls. 



37 



What name that's great would live, were not mankind 
With envy less than superstition blind ? 
Though scorn and hatred hunt the victim home, 
Swift on their heels will Retribution come, 
With fear men canonise their victim's name, 
And whom they slay t they consecrate to Fame ! 

And Thou, Ferrara, glorious once and great, 
The desolate verdure of thy ivied state, 
Waves its green wreaths in mockery of renown, 
O'er storied fanes, Time acorns and tramples down ; 
But pride and avarice yet preserve the cell, 
Where Tasso mourned, and lines more vainly tell, 
His fate to all, as though men could forget, 
What Fame preserves, what Genius hallows yet. 



The Portraits.— "LEONORA." 



'Tis Leonora, Stranger gaze awhile, 
Her lips have grown immortal with a smile ! 
O what too daring pencil sought to trace 
Heaven, in the pure expression of that face, 
Each thought revealed that kindest feelings move, 
With less of passion, yet with more of love ! 
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A pictured vision, yet no painted art ! 
Like some enchantment of a twilight sky, 
To linger loth, unwilling to depart, 
And heavenly born, on earth yet doomed to die. 
Wake, young imagination of the heart ! 
Queen of our best emotions ! wake, confess, 
Who loved in vain, yet loved Thee not the less, 
Thy name who mingled with his latest sigh, 
Then shared with Thee, his immortality ! 



Long time 'tis said She mused, long time she strove, 

Some plea to find why Tasso dared to love. 

" What could his madness be V 9 O well She knew, 

How he had praised her in immortal rhymes, 

And how their echoes gently murmured too, 

With music floating to remotest climes, 

His could not be, " die madness of the mind.?" 

So still She marvelled, — her sweet lips apart, 
'Till in her mirror her dark eyes declined, 
Tasso She knew was not like Homer, blind, 
His could not be " the madness of the Heart," 
And if he loved her, wherefore such surprise, 
The fault was in her lips, and starry eyes. 
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Her starry eyes ! O who could fix them hue, 

Whose latticed fringe the sparkling soul looked through, 

Until they almost brightened into blue, 

And deepened then, as darkness were their dower, 

Wedded to midnight in their spell-like power, 

All hearts commanding, storing conquests won, 

And all subduing whom they glanced upon. 



Princess ! a Poet wooed thee for his bride ; 
Plays on thy cheek majestic beauty now, 
Can thy dark eyes with light mysterious vow, 
A victim to their triumph, or their pride ? 



Leonora, coulds't thou still beguile 

His lonely hours, bis sorrows with a smile, 

Half close thy deep eyes, feigning, " fond regret," 

And while reproving, " mourn his sorrows yet," 

say what pleasure mantled on thy cheek, 

As at thy feet he sat, and strove to speak ; 

With soft low sound thy lips, " farewell, would say, 

With soft sweet light thine eyes, would bid him " stay," 

Farewell and tarry ? which ? could he away ?— 

No, by thy side he sat till evening dim, 

Came and Thou wert its star light unto him. 

Beautiful Form ! what life-like changes gleam, 

Now o'er thy brow as 'twere thy spirit's dream, 



* 
♦ 
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As Love triumphant, holy, calm yet deep, 
Had soothed each passion with its sweet emotion, 
And like a Syren lulled to charmed sleep, 
The very sea whose life and soul were motion. 

Go, we forgive, absolve Thee ; be our plea, 

We are but mortals, and we gaze on Thee— 

Thy Faith we'll doubt not, deem not aught of guile, 

E'er lurked like Traitor in so bright a smile. 

O Song and Glory, Beauty and Renown, 

How strong ye are to put all sceptics down ! 



" THE BEAUTIFUL AND TRUE."— A Bawad. 



The Beautiful and True, dear love, 

The Beautiful and True, 
oft they meet to part, but yet 

They never say, Adieu ! 
The stars how gloriously they greet ! 

But then, as morn comes on, 
Heaven's pavement to their glittering feet, 

Is echoless and lone. 
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Brightly they dance away, but still 
Such partings yield no pain ; 

For ne'er they bid adieu, until 
They've sworn to meet again, 

Dear love, 
They've sworn to meet again ! 



I saw two birds, like Faith on wings, 
Meet o'er the waters blue ; 

they could part like hopeful things, 
Nor breathe a last adieu. 

1 saw a warrior armed for fight, 

Quit his lady fond and true, 
But their lips first held a meeting bright, 

And thus they bade adieu ! 
I saw two ships part company, 

O'er the ocean's sparkling foam, 
And the " Outward Bound" sang a song of hope, 

And the " Homeward," a song of home. 

Dear love, 

And the " Homeward," a song of home ! 

O Mary, thy words may breathe, " Farewell !" 
But thy voice hath a binding thrill, 

Whose latest sound shall wreathe a spell 
To keep thee present still. 
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The touch of thy hand when kind and fond, 

And thy smile, and thy waving hair, 
And thy soft deep eyes, with their hopes beyond 

The gloom of each passing care, 
Shall haunt me still, and when thou art gone, 

I will live in a dream of thee, 
And with thee will rove when the night comes on, 

Through the grove to our trysting tree, 

Dear love, 

Through the grove to our trysting tree. 



" ADELAIDE." 



In my lone wanderings all things breathe 

With thoughts of Thee ; spring's fragrant wreath, 

Of violets made— 
The magic light of evening's fall, 
And the young reeds that tremble all- 
Dear Adelaide ! 

The mirrory brooks when stars arise— 
Is there no influence like thine eyes 

Therein arrayed ? 
And when morn's silver mists appear, 
Soft as their tread, art thou not near, 

Dear Adelaide ! 



\ 
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The choir of birds among the bushes, 

The wind harps breathing through the rushes, 

So softly played — 
All songs, all melodies renew, 
The memory of thy being too, 

Dear Adelaide ! 



GUILLEMETIE LA DELANAISE 

OR, 

THE THREE PROOFS OF LOVE.* 

A PROVENCAL ROMANCE. 



Guillemette La Delanaise, 

Guillemette La Delanaise, 

She had such bewitching ways, 

Guillemette La Delanaise ! 

Her soft eyes of loving blue, 

Pierced the firmest corslets through ; 
Chastened now with gentlest feeling, 

Theirs you'd deem a holy light ; 

Save when some brave man was kneeling, 
Then those eyes ! they laughed outright* 

* See Lives of the Troubadours. Art. Sayan de Maoleon. 
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With noble brow, with tresses wreathing 
In graceful ringlets to each shoulder ; 

Lips made for kisses, and bequeathing 
A rosy smile to each beholder, — 

O so bewitching were her ways, 

Guillemette La Delanaise ! 

All her Father's court went raving, 

All the county round about ; 
Knights went tilting, Poets staving, 

Ne'er was such a " piteous rout." 

But who that Father ? grey his hair, 
Grim his visage, — rather pale, 

A Castle held he on a steep, 

A dungeon haunted 'neath its keep, 
With many a dark and bloody tale— 

ne did not cage his daughter there, 
But filled it foil of wine and ale ; 

O no, as all good sires should do, 
He introduced her every where, 
Sweet Guillemette La Delanaise, 

At least where all young girls should go, 
To Tournays, Bull-fights, Balls and Flays. 

If rival spears in joustings met, 
'Twas for the hand of Guillemette, 
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If music through the air went thrilling, 
Or groans were heard and fearful cries, 

As of some Knight a rival killing ; 
T'was just for Guillemette's blue eyes. 

so bewitching were her ways, 

Guillemette La Delanaise ! 



Her Sire, a pattern of a father, 
At all these doings ne'er turned rusty, 

So ever good and kind, he'd rather 

Have eat his horse than been so crusty. 

So Knights and Sqmires of rank and pride, 

Thronged round his board — with speeches fine, 

They praised his daughter— he replied, 
Pray gentlemen don't spare the wine." 
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At length, one day as Guillemette, 

O'erlooked her cabinets to see 
If she could find a bit of net, 

Or a stray worsted would agree 
To match a pattern in a screen, 
(For tea rugs then were never seen) ; 
Her maid said, " That her father stayed 

Outside upon the stairs— that he, 
Permission to address her prayed — " 

Quoth Guillemette, — " There let him be, J 



1 
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What doth he lack ? must all my kin, 
Come at all times ? 'tis scarcely right, 
My robe is not adjusted quite ; 
What plagues are men !— nay, let him in." 
In came Sir Guy. " My dearest Father ! 
Said Guillemette, " What honor's this ! 
You look fatigued, or worried rather, 

One,— two,*— nay yet another kiss !" 
O so bewitching were her ways, 
Sweet Guillemette La Delanaise ! 



Sir Guy replied, — " Nay, that's a plenty- 
Dear Girl ! — your Lovers ? — you have twenty ^ 
It doth become you soon to fix, 
These young knights play such prankish tricks ; 
At least, some must have hints to go, 
The dungeon wine and ale runs low, 
We've wasted half of the estate, 
And money's in a feverish state, 
My projects too have all miscarried, — 
So Guillemette you must get married." 

O her fond eyes ! how soft their blue, 
When sorrow touched their deepening hue, 
When through their lashes long, appears 

The soul now glancing more than bright, 
Shedding a few wild flashing tears, 

Then softening to a dewy light : 
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So Guillemette — her eyes declined, 
One sob and then a sigh she breathed, 
And then,— sweet soul ! she seemed relieved. 
Parting a ringlet on her brow, 
She said in murmurs soft and low, — 
" Dear Father ! I am better now, 
And to my fate can be resigned." 

Poor Guillemette ! 'twas very hard 
Of lovers thus to be debarred, 
Howe'er, she held a day of state, 
And doomed the wretches to their fate, 
To two she said at once, — " No,— No, 

" Pestered with you I'll be no more — " 
Which was as broad a hint to go, 

As if she'd pointed to the door : 
To seven she said — " Sirs, I decline 

The intended honor, — yet ere parting, 
You'll take a lunch, or glass of wine, 

To brace your spirits up at starting ?" 
To one she said in voice so blanc}, 

" Tour suit is vain," He would have kissed 

T'wixt sleeve and glove her dainty wrist, 
Only she held away her hand. 
While to his brother, a young knight 

Who in her cause had lost one finger, 
Which spoilt him for a game of skittles, 
And made him awkward at his victuals, 
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She said — " You have mistook me quite, 

I never gave you cause to linger/' 
Upon this he did the more implore, — 
She left him kneeling on the floor. 
To a whole hatch of twelve she said, — 
" You're dolts or fools I am afraid, 
You have no wit, you take no pains 
In feats of arms, pray, have you brains ?" 
This they thought favourable, rather, 
So all went bothering to her father. 

At length were all dismissed, hut three, 

Sir Greysteil, Giime, and Savari, 

And now must Guillemette decide, 

Whose surest merit claimed a Bride. 

O fate unkind ! yet no coquette, 

Was that sweet lady Guillemette ; 

Still was she loth to lose her lovers, 

Creatures so far more kind than brothers, 

Ever obliging would they tarry, 

Like Poodles doomed to fetch and carry, 

On this side, then on that they ran, 

Now brought her sweet meats, — now her fan, 

Yet never like her dog caressed, 

But in their very hardships blessed. 

Sir Greysteil, Grime, and Savari, 
A proof of love resolved had she, 
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To give to each brave Chevalier, 

And his who should the kindest prove, 
Her, to his castle halls should bear, 

To live with him and share his love." 
The day arrived — Fair Guillemette 
Upon her right Sir Greysteil set, 
Upon her left, as did beseem, 
That dark and swarthy knight, — Sir Grime, 
While on a hassock low before her, 
Sat Savari, her third adorer. ' 

O her blue eyes ! how full of light 
On Greysteil did they shine and bright, 
And touched with fondest feeling too, 
They seemed to tell him, " He would do ;" 
Yet at that very instant, when 
He deemed himself most blessed of men, 
Her hand, like a small bird alighted 

Upon Sir Grime's broad palm. O Heaven ! 
Never was mortal so delighted, 

To him he deemed the proof was given, 
Then looked upon his hand and blessed it, 
By the sweet token that she'd pressed it ! 
Her hands were lovely small, in troth — 
But yet her feet surpassed them both ; 
As— out and in her robe beneath, 
Hid up, or startled at a breath, 
Now half in fear, and half in doubt, 
One tiny foot came stealing out ; 
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Unseen to Savari's foot it goes, 
Pressed it, and without giving pain. 
Retreated 'neath the robe again : 

Then stately Guillemette arose, 
And left her knightly lovers there, 
To hope, to wonder, to despair ! 

" Mine is the proof!" Sir Greysteil cries, 
The soul's best messengers, the eyes, 
All love and secret thoughts convey, 
There's naught so true, so fond as they ! 
words are vain, to half reveal 
What love has felt, or hopes to feel, 
And Love's Interpreters have given, 
Welcome to me like opening Heaven !" 

" In faith, I hold in slight esteem 
" A passing glance," replied Sir Grime, 
•' And right and left, as well we know, 
Can Ladies' eyes their smiles bestow, 
Which oft in spite of all his cares, 
Beset each brave man's path with snares ; 
Till mocked and trapped, he mourns awhile, 
Betrayed — nay, beggared by a smile. 
But when a small white hand, ungloved 

The friendly palm approaching, presses, 
Then mays't thou boast thyself beloved ! 

And He, whom Guillemette caresses, 
With such sweet favor, answers bland, 
" Her heart goes dowery with her hand ! ,r 
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" You both have lost !" quoth Savari, 

" The prize in faith is judged to me, 

Let him who dares dispute the award, 

Answer with reason or his sword. 

The favors of a Lady's eyes. 

Are but the sweet bland courtesies, 

With which she half in kind repays, 

Love's wild extravagance and praise ; 

I'd on a Lady's smile be loth 

To stake my faith as on her oath ; 

And for the tricks of creatures fair, 

That press our hands, 'tis nothing rare, 

They know not what they do, and then 

They are so bothered by the men, 

So flattered, timid, undissembling, 

Their fingers scarce may keep from trembling, 

So might they squeeze a hand or so, 

Doing, what least they meant to do : 

But when a fond familiar foot, 

Forth from its magic round doth move, 
O never harp string to a lute 

Could half so sympathetic prove, 
As that sweet pressure, that sweet touch, 
Nor hands, nor eyes, say half as much ; 

Besides, its secrecy reveals, 

Then hides the love devout it feels ; 

And then that little foot ! it steals 
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Out, — then nestling to its shrine, 

Says, " Love, I'm yours, and you are mine ! " 

Who won the prize ? Sweet Ladies all, 
On you the Troubadour must call, 
You best can answer, best decide, 
Who claimed fair Guillemette as bride ; 
And of all proofs that Ladies give, 
Which most bid lovers hope and live, 
Each little feint, each sweet pretence, 
Your pardon — I mean no offence, 
But which of all your witching ways, 
The Poet has most cause to praise. 

Ladies ! I fear our Guillemette 

Unwed, is undecided yet. 

Be firm, — ere dawns to-morrow's sun 

Dismiss your lovers all but one, 

Be he the trustiest slave that breathes, 

Consent at once, and marry soon, 
Spring flowers form sweeter bridal wreaths, 

Than the half faded gifts of June. 
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THE CASTLE OF LIEBENSTEIN. 



Among the traditions of Germany, recorded by M. 
Grimm, is one relating to the foundation of the Castle of 
Liebenstein. In order that the edifice might endure for 
ever, it was said to have been erected over a vault in 
which a living child had been bricked up. The efficacy 
of the charm depended upon the victim being a willing 
sacrifice ; at least, up to the time of its being immured. 
It was conducted to the vault by its mother, who had sold 
it to the Robber Chief. It was amused with flowers and 
trinkets by the way ; and that it might entertain no fear, 
its mother stood all the while in sight, till the vault was 
closed in. 



The bells ring loud and fast, 
No merry bells are they ; 

The crowd go hurrying past, 
Yet 'tis no holiday. 

The crowd go hurrying on, 

With gestures mute but wild, 
Foil' wing a woman pale and wan, 

Leading a little child. 

O ! its little head was bright 
With locks like the amber skies, 

And a soft and a playful light 
Gleamed fondly in its eyes, 
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'Twas a thing of mirth and song, 
That would sport by its mother's side, 

That would nod to the flowers as it went along, 
To the blue-bells in their pride ! 

There's a shade of doubt and pain — 
See yon stately Chief draw near ; 

Ah ! he decks the child with a jewelled chain, 
And he bids it have no fear. 

The bells ring loud and fast, 
Yet no merry bells are they ; 

The crowd go hurrying past, 
Yet 'tis no holyday. 

There's a threat'ning sound goes out, 

A cold and a freezing breath 
More piercing than a dying shout, 

More death-like e'en than death ! 

Yes ! that mother, pale and wan, 

Has bartered her child for gold ; 
And step by step must she lure him on, 

'Till they come to the vaulted hold. 

That child ; yes ! alone, alone, 
Shall the dark cold vault make sure 

Bricked up beneath the foundation-stone, 
That the Castle may endure ! 
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No assault shall bend it down, 

Nor by storm shall it be riven ; 
And its robber Lord his pride shall crown, 

And forget there's a God in Heaven. 

How the bells ring loud and fast, 

No merry bells are they ; 
How the crowd go hurrying past, 

Yet 'tis no holy day. 

A chair bedecked with flowers, 

Now into the vault they bring, 
And twenty masons with trowels bright, 

Stand round it in a ring. 

O, Heaven, can they place him there ! 

Yes — they give him a jewelled band, 
Show him trinkets, and point to the flower-decked chair „ 

And he clasps his mother's hand ! 

The vault it looks so dim— 

" Dear mother ! O, kiss me now !" 
See, see, she has bent down over him, 

And see ! she has kissed his brow ! 

The Lord of Liebenstein, 

That fierce and Robber Lord, 
Rolled out an oath by the roaring Rhine, 

As he half unsheathed his sword. 
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Ah ! then, by some hand unknown, 

That gloomy vault within 
A fresh white rose was softly thrown, 

O ! it lured the young child in. 

It sat on the flower-decked chair, 
Poor helpless, lost, young thing, 

And it shouted with glee to its mother there, 
And laughed like a little king. 

Yes ! that mother, so pale, stands near ; 

O ! aside she dare not move — 
All is lost if her child should shed a tear, 

Or doubt of that mother's love ! 

How the bells ring loud and fast, 
No merry bells are they ; 

How the crowd go hurrying past, 
Tet 'tis no holiday. 

Then the Robber chief spoke low, 
And the masons forward sprang, 

Less and less did the vaulted opening grow, 
As their glittering trowels rang. 

Tes ! less and less that space, 

Through which daylight streaming fell j 
But the child lifted up its sunny face, 

And said, " Mother, I see you, well." 



%- 
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Less and less — O ! still beguiled, 

There fell shade on that young thing's brow ; 
But it neither laughed, nor smiled, 

But said, " Mother ! I see you, now /" 

And then 'twas midnight all- 
There' s a stifled murmur — Hark ! 

" O, mother dear ! through the wall, the wall, 
Tour face looks wondrous dark !" 

A FLOWER FROM THE WILDERNESS, 



O what beauty's in Evening's soft greeting ; 
How gently her breath round us sighing, 
As the World's time cold heart, softer beating, 
Wakes to music as Daylight is dying. 

Shade or Sunlight ! so varies the measure, 
Different spells to each different creature, 
Ah, how often the fond note of pleasure, 
Falls unheard on the cold icy nature— 

Tet Memnon,— -at Mornings' soft splendour, 
Ee'n the stone breathed, as music had won it, 
So many a cold heart, touched grows tender, 
And melodious, when Light falls upon it ! 
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that Light, 'tis the word rarely spoken, 
'Tis of kindness, breathed low, denied often, 
To the lov'd one, crime hardened, heart broken, 
That's the light that the marble can soften ! 

The world sweeps on swift through the starlight, 
Dim and shadowy, her mission unended ; 
The Flower shuts, and soft in the far light, 
The Landscape and Twilight are blended. 

We must work, while there's light left to cheer us, 
Work truly ; Time bides not our keeping, 
There's too many a sad heart throbbing near us, 
Many an eye, dim and darkened with weeping, 

" GIVE ME ONE DEAR SMILE AGAIN." 



O Give me one dear Smile again, 
And all the Past shall be, 
Forgotten like some mournful strain, 
That fades upon the sea. 

That fades, but yet as waves prolong 
Each gentle murmur too, 
So Mary still to thee belong 
Some memories fond and true. 
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A look, a tone of soft regret, 
Through years of doubt and ill, 
That half inclines me to forget, 
And bids me love Thee still. 

Then Give me one dear Smile again, 
And all the Past shall be, 
Forgotten like some mournful strain, 
That fades upon the sea. 



THE LARK AND THE FALCON. 



Like a mote in the light of the glittering sun, 

Like a speck in the blue alcove, 

A Falcon poised o'er the woodlands dun, 

Then sweeping down he clove : 

But he missed his prey, that pirate grey, 

Though he swooped with keenest might, 

Then a Lark upsprung, the brown heath among, 

And sang in the morning light. 

She sang in her freedom, and madness, and mirth, 
" I'm the merriest thing between Heaven and Earth, 
Far down through the vistas of clouds uprolled, 
Like a billowy sea with their crests of gold, 
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Lower yet, lower yet, where like silvery threads, 
The brooklets leap from their upland beds, 
Lower yet, where the woods and the waters greet, 
Lies the lovely world like a Wreath at my feet !" 

Then again on its quarry that Falcon springs, 

" I'll tame ye yet, and all puny things, 

I'm a monarch rare, mid the glittering air, 

And whom I will, I spare or kill," 

But the little Lark only soars and sings, 

The higher, the higher, that wild Hawk springs ; 

" Come up here, and see, how the Heaven is free 

For the poor and the humble, for all like me ; 

Love bears me on high, and the farther from Earth, 

There is less of sorrow, and more of mirth !" 

Then the Kite swung up in his fearful ire, 
" I'm a Lord and a Chief, and a daring Flyer, 
And have sat full oft on the wrists of kings." 
But the little Lark only soars the higher, 
The higher, the higher, she soars and sings. 
And the Heaven itself bears her silvery notes, 
As an angel's theme through its music floats ; 
" the Sky is so clear, and the Heaven is so blue, 
Come up, there is room for me, and for you, 
Room for all ! I hear voices that steal from afar, 
In welcome and love from each viewless star, 
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The obscure grows more clear, and the dull seems more 

brght, 
And the dim scroll like Earth, rolls away into night." 

Higher, higher, goes that Falcon — he cleaves through 

the air, 
One more spring— Ah, the Angel of God too, is there, 
And that gentle — that holy one — He who guards the 

oppres't, 
Hath put forth his hand, and She sleeps on his breast ! 
Down that Falcon went blinded, through cloud and storm 

wreath, 
Down in darkness and rage, to the cold earth beneath. 

JESSY. 



When sweet lutes and sweeter voices 
Mingle music 'neath the Heaven, 
And one silver star rejoices 
On the shadowy brow of Even ; 
When the night wind gently sighing, 
With the small waves seems to flee, 
'Till they murmur as they're dying, 
Jessy, I will haste to thee ! 

I will bring a wreath of flowers, 
Each entwined with holiest spell, 
Violets, nursed in star proof bowers, 
Lilies, that have loved too well ; 
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While the Nightingale so tender, 
Like a Spirit 'mid the houghs, 
Fills the Woods with vocal splendour, 
Jessy, I will breathe my vows ! 

I will sing a song to charm thee, 
Give a stanza for a smile, 
Till its melody disarm Thee, 
Of thy pride and scorn awhile— 
I'll appeal to stars above me, 
To my wreath, and flowery store, 
And if spells like these wont move thee, 
Jessy ! 1 will love no more ! 

"THE BOAT CLOAK." 



She comes, the Bark to hear thee, 
She nears, O Mary haste, 
Thy kindred ne'er will spare thee, 
Then why these doubts at last — 
No star is lit above thee, 
The dark waves chide thy stay, 
But here is One, to love thee, 
And kiss thy tears away ! 
Then take the Boat Cloak, dearest, 
Though silken robe hath bound thee ; 
Upon my heart what fearest, 
With my Boat Cloak round thee ! 
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No more let foes divide us, 

Hope shall our watch star be, 

And should a storm betide us, 

Love, Love, shall still the Sea ; 

And when that Sea shall slumber, 

And stars on Ocean's breast, 

Its silent waves outnumber, 

sweetly wilt thou rest. 

Then take the Boat Cloak, dearest, 

Though silken robe hath bound thee ; . 

Upon my heart what fearest, 

With my Boat Cloak round thee ! 

Haste, haste, O see yon light, love, 

Thy kin have thronged the shore, 

We'll trust the stormy night, love, 

But not such friends, once more — 

Then Mary, no retreating — 

Dark omens swell the blast, 

The wild waves, wilder beating, 

Mine, mine, art thou at last ! 

They fled — The Sea rose round them, 

But the Boat Cloak's folds were warm, 

And closer, closer, bound them, / 

As they rushed into the storm !* 

* The above Songs, " Jessy" and the " Boat Cloak" bare been arranged 
for music by William Palmer, Esq. 
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TO SCHAMIL, 
Prince of the Circassians. 



Rejoice for human nature ! there is still 
Mid cant and craft and all the purchased skill. 
Of this degenerate age, one unhought thing; 
Bold Savage ! thy untamed and glorious will — 
Thy twice ten years of trial and triumphing— 
Thy plea for human liberty, — defined, 
By thy sharp sword for lack of clerkly lore ; 
Though deep the arena swim with human gore, 
Where simple Right contends with subtle mind, 
Still the free Savage, throws the Slave refined. 
Child of the Desert ! dark thy creed as Fate, 
Or free as Thought, shall we its tenets scan ? 
Moslem or Pagan ? thou art truly great, 
Though rude thou be, and mean thy Royal State, 
Chief, Hero, King ! thy noblest title's A man— j / 

With all thy passions round thee, warm and rife, 
No Christian called, — nor bound by Christian laws, 
Battling for home, religion, honour, life, 
Warrior, at least, thou hast a Christian's cause- 
Defeated, baffled, hunted, unsubdued, 
With fearless purpose, and untramelled will, — 
Majestic thoughts shall be thy subjects still, 
And hail thee King, 'mid all thy solitude. 



^WWVWVWVWAMWVWWW«MWWWV«AMVWVV«AMWV^ 



65 



"AYESHA AND ISTUREE," 
AN ARABIAN ROMANCE. 



All, who is He— on his fiery steed, 

That outrides the whirling sand, 

-.Then his courser stays at its fullest speed 
To the wave of a Lady's hand ? 

O does he not fear the Chieftain bold. 
And his Ataghan sharp and bright, 
That he venture so near to his castle hold 
By the day beams glaring light ? 

From his seat he springs ; some souls have wings, 
Such souls as passion charms, 
Ah, vaulting down, on the white sand stone, 
How clanged his glittering arms ! 

" O Ayesha dear, why linger we here ? M 
Cried the Arab, '1 why delay, 
Ere thy Father shake, from his sleep and awake, 
We'll be far on our homeward way," 

Then Ayesha smiled, for her fears were beguiled, 
And her soft eyes half confessed, 
That to flee from her guard, for the watch and the ward, 
Of a lover was surely best-— 
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Calm was the night, serene as Sleep ; 

A few faint stars the skies were sprinkling, 

Around old Ismael's castled steep, 

The camel hells were softly tinkling. 

And Earth below, and Heaven above, 

As those star terraced skies grew full, 
Lay dream-like, deep and calm as Love, 

As Love, as pure and beautiful ! 

No murmur, hut those tinkling hells, 

No music, but the gushing sounds 

Of one bright spring, whose dewy fall, 

Was joy and hope and music all ; 

And ever in the Desert bounds, 

A thing of life, and lifelike spells. 

— Old Ismael slept, and aye he dreamed ; 

All, were his visions calm and fair ? 

Yes, Ayesha, his sweet girl was there — 

No wonder — for it ever seemed 

Without his child he scarce could stk, 

The very room was full of her, 

A lute, which her fond touch approved, 

Lay on a stand his couch beside. 

Her tears to him were ever grief; 

And every thing she loved, he loved, 

Save Alouin, her Arab <Chief ; 

For 21 it matched his Turkish pride, 

His child should be a Rover*B bride, 

Yes, Ayesha fair, and Isturee, 

None else on earth beside loved he ; 
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And Ayesha, was his daughter fair, 
With soft dark eyes and raven hair, 
And Istur&e, his favourite mare ! 
Black as a storm cloud, save one spot 
That crowned her forehead like a star ; 
O Isturee was ne'er forgot, 
Young, graceful, beautiful and fleet, 
Unequalled on the plain, — 
And Ayesha too loved Isturee, 
And grieved to leave her, but in vain, 
Tet feared that they might meet once more, 
And that their meeting might not be 
So welcome as before. 

There's shouting and cheering in Ismael's hall, 

Ere the morning grew red o'er the waste, 

And they take down the sword and the spear from the wall, 

And their coursers they saddle in haste— 

" Woe, woe," cried old Hassan. " All honour has fled 

From our chief, and all gladness and pride," 

" Ah," cried Ismael, " Is Isturee stolen or dead ?" 

*' No ! your daughter is gone !" they replied. 

" Heaven be praised ! 'tis no worse. Ho, there ! bring 

out the mare, 
Tes, my sword too, — ere dawning of light 
It shall redden — I'll lead, and let them follow who dare, 
Isturee ! we will gallop to-night !" 
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' Mid shouting and cheering, the castle yard clearing, 
She is oat ! the black witch Isturee ! 
On her back at a bound, Ismael sprang from the ground, 
For revenge is like love— wild and free ! 

One moment the black Isturee snuffed the air, 
Pawed the ground and looked round, fierce young creature ; 
Her eyes ! what majestic intelligence there, 
Flashed out all the soul of her nature. 

" Isturee, fleetest that ever yet spurned 

The sand from thy feet, stay awhile — 

Think of Ayesha's tears, how she loved thee and turned 

Her eyes on thee oft with a smile." 



As amid the wild Heaven when the thunder towers rise, 
Some messenger cloud drives in haste, 
So swept like that phantom like dream of the skies 
The black Isturee o'er the waste ; 

They came to a belt of wild turf where a rill 

Sparkled up the lost pilgrim to save, 

" Ah !" cried Ismael, " we have them ! all turbidly still 

Flows the spring where they snatched at its wave." 

" Gallop on ! and the sand shall whirl round thee, ah, see— 

'Tis the Arab ! hark to that cheer, 

His faint horse springs madly, On ! on ! Isturee, 

Ere the tents of the Rovers appear," 
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Then on, then on, with the wild pursuit, 

Though pursued and pursuer alike are mute, 

Yet the Arab's steed, in tbat hour of need, 

Can bide no more at the furious speed ; 

Gleam his nostrils wide, with fear and pride, 

And his flanks are frothed like the foaming tide. 

There's a shadow behind him, a shadow at hand, 
And a menacing form through a whirlwind of sand, 

gentle is she whom his courser bears, 
For a lover who weeps, for a Sire who fears, 
For Alouin's spear is poised in hand, 

And pale Ismael has grasped his brand. 
Wild grows the desert, more wild and rude ; 
If ye ask me who held his kingdom there, 

1 would tell ye, and bid ye his spells beware, 
'Tis an exile of old called solitude, 

Few subjects hath he, and his sanctuary, 

Is the shrine where that few often meet to die. 

But on, but on, with the wild pursuit, 

Though pursued and pursuer no more are mute ; 

One bound ! and the black Istur&e comes on 

Till the race is a hundred odds to one, 

One bound ! and the black Isturee is now 

By the Arab, and close to his saddle bow, 

One bound ! and without either spur or beck, 

The mare and the horse run neck to neck, 

Ah ! the black Isturee has got the lead, 

As the tempest swift, O swifter far ! 

She shot by the Arab like shooting star, 
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Hark ! her housing rings, and her bridle sings, 
Her pace she stays — she stands I — she swings t 
O again they meet, bat not to greet, 
The sand is ploughed with their plunging feet. 
• * • * 

Now waves on high a glittering brand, 

And Woman's voice is pleading, 

And now, a horseman on the sand 

By his dying horse is bleeding ! 

A dying horse ! a creature rare, 

That in his rude and faithful fashion, 

Yet moaned to see his master low, 

Forgetting his own pain and woe, 

Though there was hate, though there despair, 

'Mid darkest shades, and gloom of passion, 

How many glorious lights there are I 

Few paces off an old man stood, 

His reeking sword was stained with blood, 

Which drop by drop upon the ground, 

Distilling fell with pattering sound. 

Gloomy and pale by turns his brow, 

As passion seemed to come and go ; 

His lips were wreathed, his grey eyes bright, 

Gushed full of stormy, scornful light. 

Gazing beside him was a steed, 

Of starry brow, and raven hne, 

And as She watched the Arab bleed, 
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And saw his faithful courser raise 

His head for one last loving gaze, 

She felt a strange wild triumph too ! 

Through morn's first dawnings, dim and dull, 

She looked so fiercely beautiful ! 

The race was o'er, the race was won ; 

A group was wildly pictured there, 

Morn broke,— and 'twixt the rising sun 

And Ismael stood his raven mare, 

'Twas day-— her shadow not the less, 

Did haunt the infinite wilderness J 

And there was One, who knelt in prayer, 
Whose gentle head no mantle covers, 
Whose lips moved, yet no sound was there, 
Whose hand was clasped between her lover's ! 

The silence deep, Old Ismael broke — 
He bade his meek child kneel beside him, 
Then to her dying chief he spoke, 
And his last words were to deride him. 

" Son of a Slave ! When next ye dare 
To rob me of my Ayesba kind, 
Robber ! learn henceforth to beware 
How yon leave Istur&e behind !" 

HOTE— " He rode a splendid Arabian not Jess rnnsrsVaWfl lor strength 
and symmetry than a thick glossy coat of an Ebon black ; a colour by no 
means frequent in the Batt,«o4 which ever fadfaatas an animal data 
extremely vicious, or girted with more than an ordinary degree of oonrage 
and sagacity. The well shaped head, distended nostrils and flowing mane, 
bat more particularly the peculiar form of the hoof, proved that it belonged 
to that noble race known in the Caucasus and Cental Arabia by the name 
of 8chalok, a race that are said to retain their swiftness and all the charac- 



teristics of youth to the moat awranced age, M --tf neaoer** JVepAe* */ f At 
Cauctuu*. 
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THE DEATH OF REMONA. 



She did not weep — she breathed no sighs ; 
Her grief was not of tears ; the heart 
In desolation droops and dies — 
Tears have at least in hope, a part. 

In a small room, a cabined cell, 
Through whose dim panes the daylight fell 
Scanty and dark, and wildly shed 
Fantastic shadows on the ground ; 
In an old chair, whereon was spread 
A Polish banner, loosely wound 
Round her slight form, all tremblingly, 
The dying giil reclined ; no sigh 
Stole from her meekly folded lips ; 
Her brow was very pale, her eyes, 
(Their light scarce suffered an eclipse) 
Did watch no more for starry skies ; 
For all around was grief and gloom — 
No whispered hopes, no fond replies, 
Could stay their sorrows, nor call bloom 
In her faint cheeks ; alone, she dies. 

Poland ! thou wert too full of grief 
O'er her to shed thy tears— 
Though beautiful as sad, and brief, 
Her pilgrimage appears ; 
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Though all around was stormy night,— 
Love, with all hallowed thoughts entwined, 
Shed forth a pure and peaceful light ; 
Her heart was an impassioned mind, 
Where every high-born thought combined, 
With tenderness and ruth ; 
Throned on her glorious forehead fair, 
Beauty and Love seemed blended there, 
Like Poetry and Truth. — 

And did they find who sought her not, 
And lay her in a gentle grave, 
A lone half consecrated spot, 
Where flowers shone starlike, and did wave 
In silence to the mournful air ? 
Shedding their spells of loveliness, 
Breathing of holiness and prayer, 
And though no sainted lips were there, 
Forgetting not to bless ! 

JULIET. 



What soft light blended with mysterious shade, 

Plays on her cbeek, and sparkles on her hair, 

And on her sweet lips trembles, as afraid ? 

Hush ! move not, breathe not! — Juliet slumbers there. 

K 
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Curtain'd with silence round is that dim hall, 
Save when through briery lattice the emotion 
Of reedy brook, or lonely waterfall, 
Haunteth night's ear with wild yet soft devotion 
But Juliet sleeps, — a flush of rosy light, 
Doth on her cheek some secret hope declare, 
Some murmur'd theme her musing lips endite, 
Like the o'erwelling of her heart's delight, 
Or all but hush'd responses of its prayer : 



A little table by her couch doth store 

The gems and gloves which at the masque she wore ; 

While from a pictured arras, old and rare, 

And quaint devices of ancestral loom, 

And mailed chiefs, look frowning into air, 

And shepherd kings, so old and quaint they were ! 

Yet Juliet sleeps and dreams not of their gloom. 

A slender taper with its silver splendour 

Sheds a mild twilight through the stilled room, 

As, dying, e'en its very soul would tend her — 

Its rival is a star, dim watch far keeping ; 

Around that star are clouds, beyond it Heaven, 

Beneath it woods and a melodious river, 

The latticed hall its lone light wandereth through, 

And Juliet's couch, and Juliet gently sleeping, 

And Innocence and Beauty sleeping too ! 
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Who stores a gift and loves not well the giver ?— 
A trembling flower the maiden's hand hath prest, 
" Sweet girl, you are to blame, so calm its fear — " 
She placed it by her heart and bade it rest ; 
Kiss'd ere she slept, it shook through all its leaves, 
Like one delighted, not like one who grieves : 
Who would not tremble when such lips were near ? 
What flower is it ? a rose— young Borneo threw it, 
That night, within the casement ; Juliet knew it. 

Sleep on, sweet girl, and muse of whom ye may, 
Another morrow, and thy wedding day ! 
Then all of hope and promise pass away— 

Thy childhood was a blessed dream ; so fair 
Thy thoughts and pure, that they like angels were, 
That tended on thy youth ; and ! thine eyes 
Made gentle votaries beneath moonlit skies, 
As oft, abash'd at their own praise they smiled, 
In their mute gladness beautifully mild ! 

But ah ! what vision of thy darkened morrow 
Shall change thy dream of hope to hopeless sorrow ? 
We see thee dagger-arm'd, we see thee keep 
Love's altar like its incensed Deity, 
We hear thy voice in murmurs hoarsely deep, 
Cry, " Churl, drink all, nor leave a drop for me ?" 
Pure in thy passion, in thy weakness strong, 
Gentle avenger of all ruthless wrong, 
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With danger menaced, yet without a tear, 
Thy dark eyes scorning while they baffle fear ; 
Inspired and roused, we see thee grasp the steel, 
And half adoring, half avenging, kneel 
By thy first love's lone altar and its grave, — 
0, Gentleness and Pity, help and save ! 

Sweet girl, fair noble Juliet ! — Blessed night 
Guard thee and keep thee ! Stars, with holy light 
Look down and welcome ; with a fond emotion 
Murmur, ye bay trees in your moonlit sleep ; 
Let all pure things, adoring, watch and weep, 
Delicious tears, as touch'd by some devotion. 



A SONG OF THE CREATION, 



It rose, it swept, through the unbounded wild, 
'Twas Light — and all Creation woke and smiled. 

Then were fond murmurings all around, 
A low deep melody of sound, 
Bubbling of springs, and the faint sighs, 
Of budding leaves ; and glancing things, 

That 'neath the blue and glittering skies 
Made a rejoicing with their wings. 
And lo ! the spirit of deep Love 
Seemed o'er the blooming Earth to move ; 
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Each sister flower entwined its brother, 
And woodbines when they could not find 
A tree created to tbeir mind, 
Turned and embraced each other ! 
Toung roses, kissed by tbe first dew, 
Budding, half bloomed, and lovely grew, 
As to their neighbours with sweet glee, 
They said, " How beautiful are we !" 
Then half ashamed of their delight, 
Blushed in that first fond morning bright. 

See too, there's something moving, look ! 

By its new life, how beautiful ! 

Its form is mirrowed in yon brook, 

It feais not, for its eyes are full 

Of hopeful wonder ; listening too, 

It hears the rippling waters play, 

Then mountain-ward it bounds away — 

Go, gentle Fawn ! the loneliness 

Of the new world shall cherish thee, 

And the wide waste of flowers that bless 

The sunlit lawns be company : 

As yet the Panther hath not made 

Her lair for thee, and the deep shade, 

Harbours no evil, but like night 

Of new existences hath dreams, 

Of beings fair as starry gleams, 

Creatures all young, and winged, and golden bright. 
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There is a Theme that cannot die— 

The Prophet stars, the Heaven's deep blue, 

Reveal the Beautiful, the True, 

And Earth, she has her witchery too ! 

A spell on the brown hills and woods, 

A voice from far off solitudes, 

A beauty in the golden air, 

Reflecting on the soul a sense 

As of a world more bright and fair, 

The home of pure Intelligence. 

The True is Beautiful alone- 
All glorious thoughts from the first Prime, 
All lovely things, like garlands thrown, 
Upon the troubled waves of Time, 
That have come down to us, still breathe— 
And though the world is changed, and dim, 
Still in the Poet's song enwreathe, 
Spells of that first Immortal Hymn ! 
And though like angry Seraphim, 
With swords of flame the passions rise, 
To fence man out of Paradise ; 
There yet remain some sparkling gleams 
E'en of that Eden lost, that still, 
All starry as a Poet's dreams, 
Inspire him and for ever will ! 
Beauty, and Holiness, and Truth, 
Yet traced in Earthly Love's soft ruth ; 



And 0, that brightest gem a tear, 

Yet sparkling when the Heart draws near 

Some erring sister and alone 

Laments her sorrows, as its own ! 

—Truth's dim reflection, as were given 

A ray of more than mortal birth, 

That through the half closed gates of Heaven, 

Yet strayed, and found its way to Earth ! 



TO- 



Farewell, Farewell, my Sister kind and dear ; 

Farewell — the silent years with footsteps fleet 

Shall glide away, but shall thy memory fade, 

As the frail flowers we laid upon thy bier ? 

No — fresh within our hearts it aye shall keep 

A little while or longer, till we meet. 

Sunshine and Sorrow, light and gloomy shade, 

Shall fall on us by turns ; but thou shalt sleep, 

Calm in repose as He of old hath laid, 

And wake when that last Voice all sweetly blends, 

With greetings soft and lov'd, from parents, sisters, friends t 
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Sweet Repose ! no sorrow for thee now— 
We mourn and live : Death's roses on thy brow 
Look pale enough — we bow our heads, and thus, 
Weep unavailing tears thon mightst have shed for us ! 
Farewell, Farewell ; to a far land belongs 
The murmurs of thy voice — Ah, we no more 
Thy step shall hear, nor listen to thy songs, 
" The Light of other Days," for thee is o'er ! 

The Birds thou lov'dst, will sing at -eventide, 
The Bluebells cluster in the shady spot, 
The Flowers thon tended'st, bloom in all their pride, 
And seem as bright perchance though Thou art not ! 
And yet, no gentle deed is e'er forgot : 
The True and Holy can alone endure — 
Genius and Fame shall pass ; but offerings pure, 
In Duty's name, and gentle teachings given 
Like thine, survive, and as meek flowers that were 
But folded buds on Earth, expand in Heaven, 
And in immortal Beauty greet ns there ! 
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THE BRIDE OF THE GARONNE. 



The Nectarine, Apple, and the Plum, 
A ripening lustre wear ; 
For now had lovely Summer come,— 
The Birds sang low, or else were dumb, 
The Bees were all abroad, their hum 
So filled the golden air. 
Beside the brook the Lily bowed, 
Half sighing for the evening cloud ; 
The brook, a lone wild ripple made, 
Then murmured softly to the shade, 
Just as some roving Troubadour 
Sings as he greets a lady's bower: 
A lady's bower — yes, here is one, 
No wandering Bard would willing shun, 
And young Louise is watching now — 
She stands, — across the river looks ; 
A lakelike stream with willowy nooks : 

One hand is lifted to her brow — 

* 

She muses ; why with glad surprise 
Light up the depths of her dark eyes ? 
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There glides into the prospect fair, 

All hushed as was the Summer air, 

A little boat with banner blue, 

well that fond device she knew, 

It comes ; yes, to that silent shore 

Ah no, like shivering silver strown 

Across the stream, the breeze once more 

Fills the white sail and it is gone ; 

Gone with the tide in shadowy light, 

As down the purple depths of night, 

Gleams one faint cloud then mocks the sight. 



Louise, false such visions are, 
Yet wert thou sleeping lightly, love, 
Ere sank the latest truant star — 
That night some spirit sought to prove 
Thy faith in dreams like net work thrown 
Inlaced with threads of golden thought, 
What roses on thy cheek they wrought, 
What light was there — Ah, not disown 
Ye deemed ye saw that boat ; it broke 
The mirror of the Lake, and woke 
The waters into music ; nay, 
It anchored, did not sail away, 
And the next moment on the strand 
He knelt to thee, He soothed thy fears, 
Calming them all with kisses, till, 
Ye had no answer but fond tears ! 
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Then, as the Jessamine flowers at last, 
Threw shadows on the window sill, 
Came morning, and the vision pass'd. 

first deep Love ! how most retiring, 

And yet how true — Louise, resembled 

A young Flower by a Brook that trembled, 

To the fond nightwind's breath admiring ; 

And He she loved, though heaven, though earth, 

Starlight, deep shades, and forests dim, 

And every thing of purest birth, 

And holy night seemed full of Him, 

She scarce might breathe his name, but so, 

It echoed to her heart's content, 

That evermore around her went 

A spell that murmured, " Angelo." 

Lovely Summer had gone by ; 
Summer, dreaming of the tune, 
Of a brooklet in deep June, 
Or of slumberous things which lie 
Cloudlike, in her silent sky ; 
And like glow of sunset eves, 
'Mid the gorgeous Forest leaves, 
Glimmered Autumn, rich and golden. 
It was night — and softly folden 
In her leaves the Lily slept ; 
Stars, a holy vigil kept ; 
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Nothing stirred on land or Lake, 
Save some creature through the brake ; 
Nothing moved in Heaven's deep blue, 
But a Star, that falling drew 
A train of silver o'er the wood — 
And Thought went upward like a Prayer, 
For in that glorious solitude, 
It was as God alone were there ! 

Half up a Mountain red with vines* 
And many a flowering thing that twines, 
Against the storm to what it loves ; half way, 
In sullen grandeur gloomed a Castle grey. 
Now, all with lights its casements shine, 
For this night had Sir Eustace, stored, 
The amber and the blood red wine ; 
Sparkled the cup to Chief and Lord ; 
Below the salt, each serf was guest, 
And grateful passed, nor wine, nor jest. 

But see, the young Louise — her slight 
And lovely form in trembling light, 
Pale as her Country's Rose ; her eyes, 
Blue as the depth of midnight skies 
Before the moon is up ; her race, 
Bent downwards with a troubled grace-^ 
Light, wavelike on her tresses caught - 
Threw shadows 'neath each brow and li$ 
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As beauty were some inner thought, 
With spells from sordid mortals hid. 
Soft eyes, with such deep feeling beaming, 
So kind, so loving,, and so true, 
As though some holy thing they knew, 
That lit them up with mystic gleaming ! 

She took the wine, and trembling, rilled 
A chalice to its sparkling brim ; 
And not a golden drop was spilled : 
She looked around in vain for Aim, — 
This night, 'tis her stern Sire's award 
That she should choose her future Lord 
From out his guests ; a prophecy 
So ran, or all she loved would die — 
Bear him the wine cup too — In vain 
She stays, she looks, He is not there 
The Bridegroom of her dream — never ! 
He comes, and she is lost for ever. 

Who were her Suitors i half a score — 
Sir Brian, hunter of the boar, 
Venant the wealthy, Guy the grim, 
The cats set up their backs at him ; 
Sir Raoul de Creci, rich his blood, 
Tet fierce as Mahound, carved in wood, 
Modred— who to that feast had hurried, 
His seventh wife that morning buried : 
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They wait impatient — frowned or smiled, 
As doubt, or hope, or fear beguiled. 

Ah, she had pressed her father's hand ; 

Long knelt — could he her prayers withstand ? 

Her tears ? Yes, Slave to his self pride, 

Affections fond, which once had bloomed 

Like flowers, by the cold world entombed 

In his bleak heart, had petrified. 

And is Louise then lost ? Again, 

She stays — she lingers, hark ! a strain, 

A few wild notes, a lyre whose chords, 

Were heart strings kissed by burning words ; 

A passionate throb, a spell awake, 

A flutter, as a heart might break ; 

Then all was hushed, until it seemed, 

Defined yet soft, as some one dreamed, 

And as the loved old past revived, 

To some lost sense of beauty lived : 

As long ago, and far away, 

Beyond the ridge of mountains grey, 

Some chord was struck that seemed to glow 

With memory of some purer life, 

Far, far away, long, long ago, 

Ere battle came with passion's strife ! 

Whence is the Minstrel ? all in vain 
Sir Eustace with a frown would stay 
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The Harper, but upswept his song, 

In one wild impulse, fierce and strong — 

Dance war plumes, banners wave on high, 

The rush of shadowy Chivalry ! 

With half suspended breath, all ! all ! 

Within that scutcheoned clustered hall, 

Sway to and fro ; those burning words, 

Sung to that burning lyre now clash 

As wildly as opposing swords, 

Now winged like victory through the chords, 

Of that wild harp in glory flash ! 

Then softly, as 'mid Forest leaves, 
When Twilight mystery interweaves, 
Quaint shadows with the Summer eves, 
And all the Spirit world renews 
Its memory in faint sunset hues — 
Came a lay, sad as a moaning, 
'Mid a wild wood hushed and haunted, 
Where some maiden left alone in, 
Her death song all sweetly chanted : 
like a hymn as she were dreaming, 
Dying meek, as Faith had won her, 
When God's stars in holy seeming, 
Opened their fond eyes upon her. 

Hark ! a Fairy bugle blast — 
Another ! the weird Hunter pass'd ; 
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Pass'd at least, or seemed to go ; 

The Castle tapestry trembled so : 

What a phantom thing is fear ! 

Then like rush of spirits near, 

Bed leaves 'neath the Autumn sky, 

Danced about and eddied by ! 

Sudden rose the serfs, they cry, 

" Reward the minstrel ! hither bring, 

The wreath, of Harpers he is King ! " 

Sir Eustace frowned, deigned no reply, 

But clutched his sword, half drawn — in vain ! 

There was a stronger spirit there, 

Than all his rage, or his disdain. 

" Reward the minstrel ! he shall share 

The feast, thy daughter ! let her bring 

The cup, he's worthy to be king ! " 

" Louise — forbear ! " her father cried, 

Too late — her lover's by her side ! 

softly fell the whisper, near, 

" My sweet Louise ! " — she could but hear 

" I'm thine, dear girl ! thine Angelo ! " 

She trembles, ah, she blushes too ; 

Then with a manner sweet and fond, 

A grace all studied art beyond, 

Her brow against his shoulder pressed, 

She said, " the dove hath found her rest !" 

" The wine ! " he cried, " let us try 

If we can solve this prophecy ! " 



89 



Behold, it sparkles ! see, 'tis gone ! 

One drop for thee I've left alone, 

That glimmers like a kiss to show, 

How many more, dear girl ! I owe — 

Sir Eustace ! wilt thy child resign ! 

You do not like my music ! nay, 

Your health ! I pledge you, father mine, 

And thank you with " a parting lay." 

Soft thrilled his hand among the strings, 

On tiptoe stood each soul, with wings ; 

He clashed the chords with might, with might, 

They shouted, " Lead us to the Fight !" 

Another lay, less wild, more sweet, 

They laid their weapons at his feet ! 

He rose ; his purple mantle thrown 
Over Louise, as her fond cheek 
Could not her fears, her love disown ; 
" Weep not my gentle girl, but speak !" 
" To speak ! that were but to tell " — 
She hid her brow, she murmured low, 
" To tell, what long thou could' st but know." 
Pressed to his heart, words softer fell, 
" Dear Love ! I will deserve thee well." 
" And thy true Harp !" she gently cried, 
" The Minstrel broke the Warrior's pride !" 
" Yes, yes, Louise ! but whence could be 
The Minstrel's pride if not for thee ? 
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True life is Love, and uttered thought 
Should still be Love, to music wrought ; 
For aye, to trusting hearts, and fond, 
A thousand melodies respond !" 

And they have gone ! — Thy stream, Garonne ! 
Bore their light shallop swiftly on : 
Pursuit and fear left far behind, 
Soft came these echoes down the wind : — 

Listen ! listen ! full is ever 
This wide world with music true ; 
Naught can still it, crush it, never — 
Naught that hate or wrong may do. 

Deep affection's faith may falter, 
And the loved ne'er love again; 
Prayer beside a ruined altar 
Breathe Devotion's dying strain — 

Gentle, humble, all who tremble 
While fierce passions round them jar, 
Shall hear whispers that resemble 
Angel voices from afar. 

None so weary, none so lonely, 
But some heart responsive gives, 
Beat for beat, and Love need only 
Touch the chords, and Music lives ! 
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Though the world with darkness blende th, 
Though the wood be hushed and drear. 
Though the lone flower trembling bendeth, 
As the cold wind moaneth near — 

Morn shall come — Again from blindness 
All to life and glory start — 
So like light, one touch of kindness, 
Wakes the music of the heart ! 

So no spot is desert, lonely, 
Where one breath of Summer springs, 
Where one flower abideth only, 
Or one bird remains and sings. 

Then let feudal splendour perish ! 
Love out breathe her song alone, 
Some fond thing each heart shall cherish, 
As I fold thee to mine own ! 

Listen ! listen ! — Stars are fleeting 
Through the solitude above — 
Ever is a voice repeating, 
Soft as music, " God is Love !" 



They passed away — were seen no more, 
The Minstrel and his Bride ; some shore 
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Beyond the grey horizon's rim, 

Some land, where Faith grows never dim, 

Was the true home their shallop sought ; 

Yet from that hour, as Legends say, 

All down the stream they tracked their way, 

The wave a softer murmur caught, 

The sky with deeper blue has shone, 

The wind has breathed a music tone ? 



THE FAIRY OF THE WOOD. 



Those childhood hours, those childhood hours, 
We loved, — where are they ? 
Like garlands wrought of woodland flowers, 
They smiled and passed away. 

But other spells will linger yet, 
Such charms my Fairy drew ; 
For those who've loved cannot forget, 
They've loved and trusted too ! 

Yes, trusted, Mary, as beneath 

The stars in fondest mood, 

I crowned Thee with my flowery wreath, 

My " Fairy of the Wood." 
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My Fairy ! could I believe 
Thy presence but a Dream, 
That mocked me£oft at starry eve, 
By wood and mossy stream ! 

no ! — Thy lips were warm and pure, 
And in thy soft blue eyes, 

1 deemed I read my hopes as sure 
As Fate in starry skies. 

But eyes and stars deceive us yet ; 
This creed alone is true, 
" That those who've loved, cannot forget, 
The've loved and trusted too !" 



SUNSET. 



I saw a dreamlike cloud unfurled 

In the hushed West, as parting light, 

Before the starry Angels rise, 

Cast some faint shadow through the skies, 

Of that unknown and distant World, 

Which lies beyond the blue of night. 
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I said, " There is in loneliness 
Of grief, or passion's darker stress, 
Some deep pure fountain that will start 
To light through gloom, and hope's decay, 
And fall, when touched hy Love's sweet ray, 
In dewy freshness on the heart." 

I prayed — " Spirit World ! whence given 
The charm of beauty to the flower, 
To sunset, waters, stars and Heaven ; 
Teach they not aye the accord which never, 
From all's that's fair around will sever 
Our best emotions ? the deep power 
Of outward Nature upon Thought, 
Till each expression thence is wrought 
With formal beauty ?" — Every where 
Heaven's own and gentlest spirit, Love 
Whispers, " The True must be most Fair." 

There's not a Reed that trembles so 

To Night's soft breathing, but doth move 

Upon the mission God hath sent it, 

Waving ever to and fro, 

As the grey stream winds along : 

Not a Brook, that murmurs by 

To the old monotony, 

It sang ages long ago, 

But it wraps our thoughts among 
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Dreams of mountain, cloud and sky : 
Not a Flower, but Sybil-like weaves 
Responses 'mid the forest leaves ; 
Repeating fondly to the Wind, 
"lam proof of Art and Mind, 
Though the humblest of my kind." 
Not a Star, but Night hath meant it 
There to be a Witness, shining 
O'er the dying day's declining, 
Touching many a chord which stirs 
Within our hearts, we scarce know why, 
The deep fond hope, which Faith avers, 
The Dream of Immortality ! 



"Lisette meme, helas ! n'est plus qu'une ombre." 

Ber anger. 



I wander through thy garden, 
whither art thou flown, 
The butterflies are roving, 
Through its wilderness alone. 
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Yes, flower with flower inwreathing, 
All pensive stand I now, 
As with its rosy breathing, 
Sports the west wind on my brow. 

Yet know I, Thou art near me, 
As in the waning light, 
The presence wont to cheer me, 
Rises star-like with the night. 



Listen, listen, how those bells 
Through the deep woods ringing, 
Waken something like the spells, 
I heard when She was singing ; 
Singing, singing, long ago, 
I heard when she was singing. 

Softly swelling, then remote, 
Still their echoes cheer me, 
Lingering like some fairy note, 
As angels whispered near me, 
Near me — near me — long ago, 
When She was singing near me. 



